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FIRST SOLDIER, Cert'niy, sir, but he oughtn't to write about
me be'ind my back.
ORDERLY. You've been talking about him behind his back.
FIRST SOLDIER. Yes, but he couldn't 'ear any'ow.
ORDERLY. What's that to do with it ?
FIRST SOLDIER. An' I can read writin*.
ORDERLY. Your distinctions are too fine for me.
[The SECOND SOLDIER has been writing on the slate and now
bands it to the ORDERLY, who reads and laughs,
FIRST SOLDIER. What's he say ?
ORDERLY. He says you're very restless and he thinks you
have something on your mind.
FIRST SOLDIER. Well I never.
ORDERLY. He says he doesn't know what you've been doing,
but you must have a bad conscience.
FIRST SOLDIER. 'E's like them Germans.   They always say as
it's us does their dirty tricks.   P'raps 'e is one.
ORDERLY. Now, you've no right to say that.
FIRST SOLDIER. No, sir; I 'aven't.
[The SECOND SOLDIER grasps the slate again> rubs out Us
messages with fingers moistened at his mouth, and writes
"-eagerly. The FIRST SOLDIER manages to overlook. He
backs away.
FIRST SOLDIER [feebly}. 'E says I'm a bad man.
ORDERLY [looking at the slate as the SECOND SOLDIER writes].
He says he caught you bending over him and going to stick
something in him.
FIRST SOLDIER, 'E's a liar.
ORDERLY. And that you must be sent away,
FIRST SOLDIER. I'll bash 'is 'ead in.
ORDERLY. Silence.
[The two SOLDIERS glare at one another, snarling and menacing.
The ORDERLY steps between.
FIRST SOLDIER. If 'e wants a scrap I'm 'is man.
ORDERLY.  YOU tWO fools.     [To FIRST SOLDIER]  YOU should
be sorry for the poor fellow.   It's the old tale.   Fear breeds
cruelty.
FIRST SOLDIER. Fear I